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authentic color of an individual thought takes on its full value only
when it stands out against a background that is not itself multicolored.
It is the uniformity of the masses that allows a few rare individuals to
rise, in contrast to it. The Tlender unto Caesar the things which are
Caesar's, and unto God the things that are God's" of the Gospel seems
to me more than ever a teaching full of wisdom. On God's side, free-
dom, that of the mind; on Caesar's side, submission, that of acts. The
single concern with the happiness of the greatest number, on the one
hand; on the other, the single concern with truth.
But what I am writing of this here barely satisfies me. This remains:
constraint for constraint, Fascism's strikes me as a return to the past,
whereas that of the Soviets seems a tremendous effort toward the fu-
ture. That costly experience interests humanity as a whole and may
liberate it from a frightful weight The mere idea that it might be inter-
rupted and forced to fail is insufferable to me, and that such a gigan-
tic effort toward the never-yet-attempted might remain fruitless. The
idols that they are overthrowing over yonder have long seemed to me
the most oppressive among the false gods.
After the rehearsal of Un Tadturne, Martin du Card's play, G. goes
about repeating that he could never become interested in feelings he
cannot experience himself.
Will he force me to think that homosexuals have more imagination
than the . . . others? No, but they are more frequently called upon to
exercise it.
SO October
Got up at five thirty after a more than passable night (despite yes-
terday evening's frightful itch). Oh, how glad I should be to do so
every day, as in my youth! The irregularity of my habits comes less
from my unrest than from an uneven constitution. I am at the mercy of
my liver, my heart, my nerves; and probably in like measure of the
temperature, of all Jupiter's changes in mood and frowns. Try to regu-
late one's life by such things, as boats do according to the wind and the
tide? Absurd; but the finest resolutions and disciplines will not make
me the same and capable of the same work, of the same fervor or in-
spiration after a sleepless night. Can those who sleep well be aware of
the importance of sleep? I doubt whether those afflicted with insomnia
could provide a single great leader, or statesman, or actor ... in
short, any one of those who must constantly remain "in the breach"?
The soul's finest virtue needs to be soaked periodically in night.
Simply because I slept well I feel this morning in such a bright
mood that I no longer recognize the harassed man I was yesterday.
The night before, I had not gone to bed until two o'clock, having ab-